VINING : Little boys mustn't ask questions.
MILNER : It's something you'll understand when
you're older, Cope.

VINING : And perhaps if you are a good boy I'll
tell you some day.

COPE : West said he knew but he wouldn't tell
me. He told me to ask Simmons.
[A loud guffaw from all three.

VINING : That's right, Cope, you ask Simmons,

or Mrs. Siinmy . . . why don't you ask her . . .

I'm sure she'd tell you.

AINGER :   Shut up, Vining. . . . You cut along

to Task Book, Cope, and tell Plunkett I kept

you.

COPE (interested): Won't you tell me what it was?

VINING : Another day. Cope. You come to me
and I'll tell you.

AINGER : Chuck It, Vining. You'll know in time,
Cope. Get along now.

VINING : And remember. Cope . . . " pure in
thought, word, and deed,"

[CoPE goes.

AINGER : Leave the kid alone, Vining. He's still
in the gooseberry bush stage. (Rises, goes up
and gets note paper and book. Sits and writes.)

VINING : Time he came out of it then. Lord, I
hope he asks Simmons.

MILNER : It would be a joke. I remember when
I was a kid asking a master at my Prep, school
how I was born. It was in the Physiology Class.
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